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Summary: Emma Diggory, the younger sister of the talented Cedric 
Diggory, is known only as the "Slytherin Metamorphmagus " . She had 
never let much of anything bring her down though, at least until she 
enters her fourth year at Hogwarts. How Emma will manage the troubles 
of being a Slytherin among Gryffindors and still save the day, she 
does not know. All she can do is take it as it comes. 
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Potter, the boy I was trying to tell my father about, and Hermione 
Granger, the most brilliant witch from what I've heard. Harry stood 
under our gaze awkwardly, no doubt expecting us to bombard him with 
questions and statements that he's heard hundreds of times. I saw his 
scar immediately, peeking from behind his unruly hair. Hermione 
looked more confident, she held out her hand and we shared a friendly 
handshake, span/p 
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that she wanted to work with dragons three years ago. Hasn't wanted 
to do anything else since. Takes after me I suppose, her love for 
magical beasts. She's brilliant with animals, and knows her stuff. 

Why she's in Slytherin and not Ravenclaw, I still do not know. "span/p 
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and turned to Arthur, Harry, and Cedric, beginning to brag about 
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one who was stereotypically "villainous" and wondered if Mrs. Weasley 
or even Hermione might have talked some sense into the group before 
they left. Either way, I was thankful for their friendliness and glad 
they weren't giving me the cold shoulder as I've been so used to 
receive from most Gryffindors. span/p 
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ask from the front of the group, but no one answered. I caught sight 
of it, sitting alone at the top of the hill. As soon as we reached 
the portkey, we all circled around it. It was a boot that was who 
knows how old. I tried not to think about how moldy it probably was. 
span/p 
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let alone how to explain it in a short time. We all grabbed on to a 
part of the boot, except Harry, span/p 
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sensation of traveling by portkey. I struggled to keep my eyes open 
as the wind whipped about and dried them out. My knuckles were going 
white because of the iron grip I'd formed on the boot out of fear 
that I'd fall off and find myself far away from any form of life and 
without communicat ion . span/p 
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the wind. My stomach felt queasy as we tumbled through the sky and 
spun in circles, span/p 
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to look over my shoulder to find that it was one of the Weasley 
twins. Which one, I could not tell. span/p 
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Emma," he shouted back, glancing at me. He had a huge smirk on his 
face. I shook my head, irritated yet rather amused. Those twins were 
incorrigibly annoying, span/p 
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skip a beat as I reluctantly released my grip. I tried to stifle a 
scream, but couldn't as we hurtled towards the earth at an alarming 
rate, span/p 
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was, it never came to me as I hit the grassy earth with more force 



than I had expected. I looked down at my hands, both of which were 
scraped, but they seemed to be the worst of my injuries... If one 
could even call them that, span/p 
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spinning. Brushing any dirt from my jeans, I surveyed the area. Most 
of the group also had not landed lightly at all. The twins had fallen 
in a tangled mess of limbs and they couldn't stop laughing at their 
clumsiness. Cedric, Dad, and Mr. Weasley, however, appeared to be the 
only ones who managed to gracefully float to the ground, unscathed 
and on their own two feet. I watched as Ced held out his hand for 
Harry and helped him up. Courteous as always, span/p 
>p dir="ltr" style=" line-height : 1.38; margin-top: Opt; 
margin-bottom: Opt; text-indent: 36pt;"span style="font-size : 

14 . 666666666666666px; font-family: Arial; color: #000000; 
background-color : transparent; font-weight: 400; font-style: normal; 
font-variant: normal; text-decoration: none; vert ical-align : 
baseline; white-space: pre-wrap; " "Your hair's black," I turned around 
to the voice and found the Weasley twins, no longer a tangled heap, 
approaching me. My hand flew up to my hair and I brought a strand 
before my eyes. Sure enough, my much beloved green color now 
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George responded lightly. He winked at me, and I gave a frustrated 
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gave me another one of her kind smiles. I returned it, trying to 
appear friendly as well, and joined my father and Cedric, span/p 
>p dir="ltr" style=" line-height : 1.38; margin-top: Opt; 
margin-bottom: Opt; text-indent: 36pt;"span style="font-size : 
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background-color : transparent; font-weight: 400; font-style: normal; 
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baseline; white-space: pre-wrap; " "Excited? " Cedric looked down at me, 
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>p dir="ltr" style=" line-height : 1.38; margin-top: Opt; 
margin-bottom: Opt; text-indent: 36pt;""Um... Who wouldn't be?" I 
laughed. My heart raced faster and faster with each step we took that 
led us closer to the grounds. I couldn't believe that it was tonight 
that I was going to witness possibly the greatest event I've ever 
seen in my life. How incredibly lucky I was to be able to go to the 
Quidditch World Cup Ip 
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